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<4What nonsense you talk, auntie/' said Belle
coolly. "Am I ruined^ I ask you? Am !?J>
The old woman stopped short5 glaring at Belle
with angry eyes.
Belle's white tailored dress, navy striped hand-
kerchief and American sandals were as expensive
as Belle herself; her hair was waved back at the
crest of her head into curls^ her nails glittered; on
her little finger was a square aquamarine set in
platinum, on the table lay her white antelope bag
with her initials in brilliants.
Mr. Harman's car fetched her each morning
and took her to the office; she sent her change to
his flat. Her account at the hair-dresser was paid
by him, all the silk shops let her sign now they
knew she was his friend, and the Chinaman3 who
before would not let them take their shoes away
without the money, was not good enough now
to make Belle's shoes, although he came to the
house for orders. She had a cupboard with a long
mirror and a set of enamel brushes and a huge
bottle of bath eau-de-Cologne and especial pale
pink towels.
Auntie had seen all this and thought that she
must speak to father, but he was taking money
from Belle and was pleased.
"Have you no shame, Joseph?"
"I'm very ashamed/* muttered father, ubut
shame or not, it's done now. We can't undo it.
You should have taken better care, Anna. Now
you can watch out for Rosa/'
"Rosa!" cried auntie, flaring up. "She, who